TALES OF DESTINT

the paper brought to me by the washerman was my
cherished friend, a youth from far-away Bokhara,
Abdul by name. This young man had come to our
country only a year or so before, bringing several
beautiful Arab horses for sale. These the zemindar
had purchased, and had retained Abdul in his
service, for the youth was skilled in the management
o'f horses, and in the rearing of young stock.
" Abdul and myself were much of an age, and my
regulation of expenditures in the stables had brought
us constantly together. So a close friendship had
resulted, valued greatly on my side, for I had soon
come to know that Abdul was a man of refinement
and learning such as I had never before encountered
in any man of so humble a calling. And despite the
fact that he was a Moslem and I a Hindu, he had
chosen me as his intimate friend, his only confidant.
Thus had it come about that at times he had read to
me of an evening songs of his own composing, and
even on occasion had sung them to the accompani-
ment of a small harp, the strings of which he touched
with wondrous skill and sensibility.
" Now did I know that this dear friend of mine had
endangered not only his well-being but his life, by
sending into the zenana of our master, the zemindar,
a love token and a love message for one of the
women dwelling there.

" Thus ran the fateful lines, written af.ter the style of
the famous Persian poet, Omar the Tent-Maker,
which I now read again on the paper withdrawn from
my girdle;